New Mexico Historical Review
Volume 26

Number 4

Article 2

10-1-1951

The Rough Riders
Royal A. Prentice

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmhr

Recommended Citation
Prentice, Royal A.. "The Rough Riders." New Mexico Historical Review 26, 4 (1951).
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmhr/vol26/iss4/2

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by UNM Digital Repository. It has been accepted for
inclusion in New Mexico Historical Review by an authorized editor of UNM Digital Repository. For more information,
please contact amywinter@unm.edu, lsloane@salud.unm.edu, sarahrk@unm.edu.

Lieutenant Royal A. Prentice

NEW MEXICO HISTORICAL
REVIEW
VoL. XXVI

OCTOBER, 1951

No.4

THK ROUGH RIDERS
By ROYAL A. PRENTICE

Personalities
SHORT synopsis of my personal history will be on an
average the story of each man in Troop E. 1 My parents
moved from New York State and arrived in Las Vegas, New
Mexico, in the early part of the year 1879, before the railroad had reached that point; the latter part of the trip was
made by buckboard drawn by a pair of . . mules. Our home
remained in Las Vegas, but my father bought a ranch near
the junction of the Tecolote and Pecos Rivers and some of
my earliest recollections are of my mother riding "Side
Saddle" with long flowing skirts as she accompanied my
father on various horseback journeys throughout the district. Mother was an expert horsewoman, but it is still a
mystery to me how anyone could keep a seat upon a pitching
horse, riding side saddle. During the winters I attended
school in Las Vegas, but late spring, summer and early fall
was spent upon the ranch.
In those days, as now, cattle raising was the principal
industry of the Territory, seconded by many residents of
the settlements who busied themselves in the art of relieving
the cowmen of their surplus cash by means of games of
chance of every description. Everyone kept horses and they
were used in the same manner that autos are kept today for

A

1. The narrative pertains strictly to happenings in Troop E, Captain Fritz
Muller, commanding. We were kept so busy with troop duties that. we had no opportunity to visit, or become acquainted with members of the other Troops of the Regiment, much as we would like to have mingled with them.
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running errands and in attending to one's daily business.
Everyone carried, or was supposed to have on his person,
a six shooter, derringer, pepperbox, or with some a bowie
knife. When traveling, a saddle gun, or carbine, was carried
under the skirts of the saddle. Life in the communities was
a mixture of gay hilarity mixed with stark tragedy.
When New Mexico was a part of Old Mexico, the Government of Mexico made grants of land to many of its citizens provided they would move to New Mexico and establish
colonies. Later these grants were confirmed by a United
States Court of Claims, but at that time eastern interests
had entered the Territory, bought up titles to these grants
and later had them confirmed for an acreage many times
greater than that intended by the Mexican Government.
In the early 1890's the owners of these grants began court
proceedings to dispossess the settlers on the grants with
resulting bitterness and ill-feeling followed by the cutting
of fences, stealing cattle and other depredations by groups
· wearing white hoods similar to present day Ku-Kluxers;
these groups were so powerful that the regular officers of
the law were unable to cope with them, and the "WhitE;l
Caps" gradually deteriorated into gangs of outlaws engaged
in thievery and murder.
·
To partially meet the situation a company of the National Guard was organized in Las Vegas as Company I,
otherwise known as the "Otero Guards" in honor of Miguel
A. Otero, a Las Vegas boy, then Governor of New Mexico.
T,hese men, acting as guardsmen and as individual members
of posses, became active in breaking up and exterminating
the members of the gangs and by 1897 they were entirely
destroyed so that the gangs were no longer a menace to the
community, but in the process the members of the Guard
unit became highly skilled in methods of "Indian Warfare"
and were quite accustomed to hear rifle bullets whistling
by them, luckily but few such bullets found their mark. The
Company was made up of men native to New Mexico of
Spanish descent together with Anglos who had moved into
the Territory from the East, all of whom were equally at
home speaking either Spanish or English; they were experts

THE. ROUGH RIDERS

263

in the use of firearms ; they firmly believed they could ride
anything that walked, and with their slickers and saddle
blankets in which were rolled little bags of flour, bacon and
coffee, with a lariat fastened to the -saddle horn, they could
get along anywhere in the open, provided they had a horse
to ride; on foot, with their high-heeled boots, they were
practically helpless.
As the Cuban Revolution gathered speed, culminating
in the· blowing up of the Maine, popular demand throughout
the country for intervention increased and the members of
Company I felt certain they would be called into service;
they put in more time at drills and in making long marche~
in preparation for such hoped for service, but it soon became
apparent that it would be a long time before units from New
Mexico would be called, as the more populous eastern States
with their organizations with many years' experience would
be first enlisted.

The Organization of Troop E
One afternoon in the early spring of 1898 one of my
friends who afterwards became my bunky, Sergeant Hugh
B. Wright, came to see me with the news that the then
Assistant Secretary of the Navy, Theodore Roosevelt, was
organizing a regiment to be made up of men from the
Southwest; men who could ride, were familiar with the use
of firearms, and who could care for themselves with only
their horse, slicker and sadQle blankets, and the press dispatch which he showed me contained a promise that the
men who enlisted in this organization would see fighting,
and that it would be a regiment of cavalry. Within two
ho,urs after the receipt of the message a group left Las
Vegas bound for Santa Fe which had been designated as the
place for assembly.
At Santa Fe we were assigned quarters in one of the
barrack buildings of Old Fort Marcy which had long since
been abandoned. The room was completely devoid of furniture, but we obtained a blanket apiece from the National
Guard Company of Santa Fe and as for meals, we got them
when and where they happened to be available. In a few days
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we were joined by men from Clayton, Cerrillos, and other
scattered communities so that the complement of our Troop
was soon completed. We held a meeting of the men and decided to join the men from Santa Fe; we then elected Fritz
Muller, formerly a member of the Sixth Cavalry and later
Captain of the Santa Fe Company of the New Mexico N ationa! Guard, as the Captain of Troop E, and we never had
cause to regret our choice for he was in every way qualified
for leadership, and no better soldier or finer gentleman
ever lived than Captain Muller. -Requiescat en Pacem.
From some unknown source we were issued the old style
blue uniforms worn by the army, together with the type
of caps worn by the soldiers of the Civil War, but the uniforms were trimmed with the white of the Infantry which
we soon changed to the Cavalry Yellow from some bolts of
cloth found upon the shelves of one of the stores. Shoes were
a problem as nearly all of the men wore high-heeled cowboy
boots which were entirely unsuitable for walking and nearly
impossible for dismounted drill. It was ludicrous to watch
some of the troopers, while drilling, attempt to change step;
some of the older men never did learn the trick.
All of us were busy during the day and far into the
night at various tasks which we deemed to be of importance;
Troops F, G, and H came in and were quartered in barracks
adjoining ours, causing immediately heated discussions as
to the relative capabilities of the various officers, their
Troops, and the individual members ; the arguments many
times resulted in fist fights, to the great enjoyment of the
onlookers, but such skirmishes only resulted in welding the
squadron into a closer and better organization, tempered
with mutual respect. One rule was agreed upon by all; the
use of a certain phrase indicating some relationship between
a trooper and a member. of the canine family constituted
fighting words, and to this day when I hear the phrase used
I immediately look for the resulting fight. All in all, t,he
troopers were well behaved; everyone was trying to conform to regulations and become a good soldier, and the very
few who failed to enter into the spirit pervading the camp
were quietly dropped.
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One day word was brought that Governor Otero wished
to see me; I called upon the Governor and was told that he
intended to give me a commission, but it would have to be
in a troop other than Troop E ; I beg_ged off and asked to
be permitted to go with the other boys in Troop E as a noncom. Fate is peculiar, had I accepted the commission I would
have been attached to one of the Troops that were left be'hind to take care of the horses and would neverhave gott~n
to Cuba.
Finally word came that we were to be sworn into the
service of the Government of the United States. It was a
solemn moment for all; many attended at the Cathedral,
others attempted to furbish up their equipment, others just
stood around talking excitedly until we were formed in line
on the Plaza in front of the Old Governor's Palace, (A fitting
setting for the ceremony) where the oath was administered
and we became the Second Squadron of the First Cavalry,
United States Volunteers, and from that time we attempted
to conform to Army Regulations.
One of the hardest lessons we had to learn was that of
unquestioning obedience to an order; it was so easy to ask
"why," and then enter into a discussion as to the necessity
of carrying out the mandate of the order, or to point out
the benefits to be derived from putting off its execution
until tomorrow, the latter in particular as we had been
raised in the "Land of Manana," but we soon overcame this
trait and the phrase "Its an Order," settled all argument.
Captain Muller early impressed upon us the fact that when
he issued an order he considered the matter as settled and
the order carried out.

Assembling the Squadrons
After being sworn into the service we entrained for San
Antonio, Texas, which had been designated as the mobilization point; the trip was practically without incident, other
than being rather monotonous. Most of us were unfamiliar
with the cotton industry, although we had read and heard
of many -incidents connected with cotton raising, so that
the cotton fields, cotton gins, cotton compresses, and the
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storing of baled cotton along the way became a subject of
interest. I recall one incident of the trip; upon arrival at
Gainesville, Texas, one morning we found the station platform crowded with young ladies wearing sunbonnets and
busily engaged in serving hot coffee; never before or since
have I seen a group of girls that could compare with those
girls with their fresh beauty and laughing eyes all framed
by the becoming sunbonnets. We all wanted to arrange for
round trip tickets back to Gainesville! When our blue uniforms were issued to us at Santa Fe it was impressed upon
us that the brass buttons on them were valued at fifty cents
each and that we would be held responsible for their remaining on the coats until they were turned in. In those days the
girls used such buttons to be made up into hat pins, certainly they were lethal weapons, but when we pulled out of
Gainesville there wasn't a brass button in the entire
squadron; however, horseshoe nails make fine substitutes.
Upon arrival at San Antonio, Texas, we detrained at
Riverside Park, a former race track and fair ground located about five miles from downtown San Antonio, and
were there given quarters upon the floor of the Pavilion.
Since we were tired from the train trip we turned in early
and soon everything was quiet and peaceful, but not for
long as I was awakened with a start to find a shoe that
someone had thrown wrapped around my head; having no
immediate use for the shoe, I threw it back to the owner,
but in the darkness aiming was bad for it struck and aroused
another sleeper and very soon the pavilion was a pandemonium of flying shoes, and everything else that could be
thrown, so that we all broke for the open and spent the rest
of the night in the open. The next day the boys from Arizona
claimed to have won the first skirmish as they stayed in the
pavilion, nevertheless, we moved and found quarters upon
the benches of the grandstand where we remained for the
rest of our stay in reasonable peace and quiet. Some of the
troops got hold of shelter tents and pitched them in front
of the pavilion; but they must have been uncomfortable as
it was hot and the grounds were very dusty;
Guards were stationed along the fence surrounding the
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grounds, but we managed to so loosen a board that it would
swing aside and permit ~passage, and after th~ day's work
was done there would be hardly a man left in camp, as
each troop had its own gateway. At roll call one or two of the
boys would· answer to each name and then report made
to the officer of the day "All present and accounted for,"
but there is little doubt that he placed much reliance upon
our veracity. By watching the man on guard there was little
trouble in getting out through the hole in the fence, but it
was a different story when returning. Troop E had a program that solved the difficulty; during the day word would
be passed that a certain platoon would be excused that night,
the only requirement being that all must be at the hole
by midnight. At midnight Captain Muller would walk along
the guard lines and engage the guard in conversation. together with a detailed explanation of the duties of the
guard· and the proper method of walking a beat; in the
meantime shadowy figures eased through the hole and rolled
out upon the parade ground. In a very few days economic
conditions made the hole useless; cab drivers charged five
dollars for the trip to town where gambling was wide open·
. and in no time the Troop was cleaned out of cash.
The water at the Park came from artesian wells; it was
warm and insipid while outside was a beer stand with ice
cold beer and how we longed for just one bottle after drilling
in the hot sun. One day when we had marched seemingly for
hours over dusty roads and through dense thickets in the
blazing heat, Colonel Roosevelt directed the proprietor of
one of the beer stands to give the men what they wanted;
nectar never tasted as good as that beer, but at no time
did I ever see such courtesies abused.
At another time we were invited to attend a band concert
at a pavilion near the Park; toward the close of the program the band played a selection called "Custer's Last
Charge," during which members of the band fired several
shots. This must have stirred memories in the mind of some
trooper in the audience, for he blazed away and shot out
one of the electric lights; immediately every light became a
target and in no time at all' all the lights were shot out--the
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· band scrambled from the stage, women screamed and we
ducked and drifted back to quarters like little boys who had
been caught in the jam closet. The next day the San Antonio
Light carried a blistering editorial regarding the occurrence,
and I believe they were the first to call us "Rough Riders,"
nor did they mean it as an honorable designation.
I recall another incident while at drill in column of fours,
I was at the head of the column and Captain Muller was
nearby, at the side, and the column was 'headed straight
for a railroad cut about twenty feet deep with a railroad
track at the bottom; as we approached the brink I had
visions of men and horses piled in an inextricable mass upon
the track at the bottom. We kept listening for the trumpet to
direct a turn, but none came and I could see that Captain
Muller didn't like the prospect any better than did we, but
over we went, the men freeing their feet from their stirrups
as the horses slid down the wall; luckily the horses landed
on their feet and during the moment's hesitation of the men.
at the top the men below were able to move out of the
way so there were no resulting casualties. Of. course, it
was an oversight on someone's part in failing to give the
proper command; nevertheless, it was a lesson in obedience
to orders that was well learned and thereafter became
invaluable.
The horses that were given to us were mostly unbroken
range horses, with a sprinkling of outlaws, but to us from
the short grass country they were welcomed like long lost
friends. Our Troop were given white-faced sorrels; the one
I drew was a big rangy outlaw with a bad eye and badly
locoed; however, we got along famously together and he
really seemed glad to see me again when our horses were
returned to us upon our arrival at Camp Wikoff, Montauk
Point, Long Island. After getting our horses it was a sight
for sore eyes to witness our first attempts to form a line
while mounted; the horses hadn't the slightest idea of what
was wanted of them: some of the horses seemed to think we
were getting ready for a race while ·others considered it a
free-for-all and proceeded to pitch, bite; strike and kick at
everything near them: In a comparatively short time we had
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the horses gentled so that they would quiet down after a
half hour's tussle in the morning.
Our first drill consisted in forming a line in extended
order leaving about three feet between each horse in order
to keep the_m quiet, and after hours of work we· finally obtained the semblance of a line and the order was given to
march. At that time one of the men considered such an
auspicious occasion should be celebrated and yanked his six
shooter and fired into the ground at the side of his horse
with the immediately resulting celebration turning into a
howling success; every horse in the line decided to go elsewhere without delay. There was a creek with banks about
six feet high at the far end of the parade ground and many
of the horses made a bee line for this creek 'and into it with
their riders from which they came out wet and bedraggled,
the men with blood in their eyes and guns in hand demanding that they be shown the trooper who fired the shot. Needless to say he remains unknown to this day.
One day word was passed around that we were to have
a grand review and inspection by a high regular Army
officer, so everyone got busy polishing equipment, shining
brass trimmings and getting clothing neat and clean, so that
when the time came for us to pass the reviewing stand we
felt that we were making a splendid. showing; this must
have been true because the reviewing officer stated that he
had never witnessed a worse demonstration.
We had considerable difficulty in getting used to the
McClellan saddles used by the Army as they were not intended to be used for breaking broncs, but later we found
them very comfortable . and well adapted for the use for
which they were intended; the same held true for the Army
shoes, they looked rough and clumsy, but later it developed
that they were th~ most comfortable shoes we had ever
worn. We were equipped with long cavalry sabers, but
.drilled with them very seldom and never became accustomed
to their use; during drill when mounted we did not draw
them as we were likely to hurt ourselves, and when dismounted they would swing around between our legs, tripping
us into a nasty fall. Upon arrival in Cuba we discarded them
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and equipped ourselves with machetes taken from the
Spaniards as we found them on the battlefields; the machetes
were very practical. At San Antonio, Sunday afternoons
were devoted to the reading of the Articles of War to the
Regiment while the men were drawn up in formation and
standing at attention; the reading took about two hours and
it was a real penance as no one knew or cared what the
Articles were about, and the sun was blistering hot!
Finally, if memory serves, about the Ninth of May, 1898,
we were directed to entrain for Tampa, Florida. I was in
charge of the train carrying the horses and equipment of
E Troop and it turned out to be one of the pleasantest experiences of the campaign. At the end of each day's run we
stopped at stockyards where the horses were unloaded, fed
and watered by the railway employees who gave us the use
of a switch engine to take the men into town for the evening.
One night we unloaded at Algiers, Louisiana, and crossed the
Mississippi River to New Orleans for the evening; I felt
sure the men would not get back in time to leave next
morning, but at roll call every man was present. Passing
through Georgia we were furnished with a small woodburning locomotive and at the slightest indication of an upgrade
it stopped while the negro firemen carried cordwood from
piles along the track and fed the furnace until we had steam
enough to reach the top, in the meantime we strolled along
the right of way and learned something about the manufacture of turpentine. Upon arrival at Tampa we found no
chutes through which to unload the horses and they were
forced to jump from the cars to the ground. All in all, none
but a bunch of range horses could have survived the various
adventures encountered by those horses~
Our stay at Tampa was rather uneventful as we were
kept busy getting up our shelter tents, caring for the horses,
getting our equipment in good· order, with some drilling. In
digging the pit for one of the latrines I was told that an alii- ·
gator was dug out of the sand and mud. At another time
some regular troops had gotten out of hand over in the town
of Tampa, and were literally tearing up the place. A call
was sent over to our camp asking us to go in and restore
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order; we left hastily with high expectations of a good scrap,
but' upon our arrival everything had quieted down and there
was nothing for us to do.
We had in our Troop a Baptist Minister named Morrison,
a good -man and a good Trooper, but he knew little about
riding broncs. The Cavalry spurs have small rowels with
sharp points and they 'Will cut a horse badly if improperly
used. Most of us rode bareback most of the time while attending to our various duties, but we were careful never to wear
spurs. However, some of the men persuaded Morrison that
he should wear spurs, and if his horse pitched to jam the
spurs into its side and thus hold on. The results were disastrous; the horse, of course, went wild, ran down by the
railroad and threw Morrison against a coal car so that he
was crippled and laid up for many months. Morrison had the
longest mustache I ever saw; while eating he had to use one
hand to raise the drapery in order to get the food in his
mouth. I have often wondered whether he lost it in the
hospital.
Young colored boys frequented the .camp; we used them
to. good advantage to help us with our chores and they in
turn taught us many of the secrets required. to properly roll
'em for a seven. The pictures taken after we left camp were
given me by a fellow Trooper. The boys left behind are
entitled to as much, or more credit than we who went across.
It was a terrible disappointment to them.
My tent was at the end of our street, immediately opposite Regimental Headqu~rters. While sitting in front of my
tent one day I heard a discussion going on over the fact that
orders had been received directing that our Regiment be
sent to Cuba as dismounted cavalry, the horses to be left
at Tampa until a later date, and one Troop out of each
Squadron was to be left· behind to care for the horses and
equipment. I immediately reported to Captain Muller and
he lost no time in presenting himself at Headquarters and
obtained the assurance that ·Troop E would not be left
behind.
On the Seventh of June we were ordered to break camp
and move over to the railroad track where we would entrain

'

272

.

NEW MEXICO HISTORICAL REVIEW

for Port Tampa and there get aboard our transport. Early
in the day we had everything packed into our blanket rolls
and again encountered the bane of a soldier's life, waiting
for something to happen. Some of the men started poker
games, while others busied themselves hatching up rumors
to be transmitted by grapevine, but finally we moved over
to the railroad track and again waited in expectation of a
train that would take us the eight miles to Fort Tampa,
but none came.
About daylight an engine hauling some empty coal cars
appeared and were stopped; some of the officers arranged
with the train crew to take us to Port Tampa where we
unloaded on the docks for another wait running into hours
while our officers tried to find out something about the ship
we were to take and when we could get on it. Iri some way
they captured the Yucatan and we were told that other
troops were trying to get aboard and it was up to us to get
there first. Needless to say, we needed no urging and were
on board even before the gangplanks were lowered. The
boat was a small one and we filled it from the lower hold
to the top deck ; every inch of space was taken. My space
was on the deck, immediately in front of the door of the
stateroom occupied by one of the ship's officers and every
time he came out of his stateroom he took great delight in
stepping squarely on my neck or shoulders.
After we boarded the transport, the ship pulled out into
the Bay and there we stopped for a number of days during
which time we amused ourselves by laundering our clothes
and swimming about the ship. We had been issued a coarse,
yellow soap with wrappings stating that it was "Salt Water
Soap" and guaranteed to lather freely and bring clothes out
white when washed in sea water; the maker of the guaranty
must have had his fingers crossed when writing it out. The
sailors on the ship put in their spare time narrating the
phenomena which we would encqu:riter on the sea in the
nature of waterspouts, hurricanes, the Sargassq Sea with
its Doldrums, together with the venomous reptiles, boa
constrictors, gorillas, giant land crabs, monkeys that threw
coconuts with deadly aim and even wild men inhabiting the
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jungles of Cuba. All stories were duly transmitted by grapevine, with such embellishments as came to the mind of the
instant narrator. Among these stories there was one to the effect that
Tampa Bay was infeste~ by Man-eating sharks and that,
since the arrival of the transports, great schools of such
sharks had arrived in the Bay;-thereafter we swam in relays
- and those men remaining on the ship were lined along the
rail with their carbines and by firing over the swimmers'
heads they were supposed to keep the sharks at a distance.
I don't know whether such sharks are found in Tampa Bay,
but while swimming one morning the men commenced shouting "Shark" and firing at the water back of me; I thought it
was a joke until happening to look up at the bridge I saw
the Ship's Captain yelling and swinging his arms directing
us to come in quickly. You may be sure right then the world's
swimming record for speed was broken. Finally the fleet got
under way and we left the sea-green water. of Tampa Bay
and the Gulf for the blue of the Caribbean where the Atlantic
waves caused the ship to roll considerably, to the discomfort
of many of the men.
·
We had been held in Tampa Bay so long that our rations
began to run low and we were issued canned tomatoes, hardtack, occasionally a can of peaches with condensed milk
together with canned beef (which was unfit to eat and was
thrown out the port holes). At first there was plenty as
many of the boys were not eating, but soon a can of tomatoes,
a can of peaches and a can of milk was issued to eight men,
together with unlimited supplies of hardtack. The cans were
opened and passed around the squad and each man took a
spoonful from the can as it passed, AND NO MORE! After
two weeks on shipboard before landing this fare had made
the men ravenous, so much so that some of the men who
were more familiar with life on shipboard than others paid
the dining-room steward five dollars a meal for the scraps
coming from the officers' tables. The night before we landed
we gained entrance to the ship's galley and, finding ·the
necessary ingredients, began turning out great pansful of
biscuits and these, with great cans of imitation preserves,
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were passed out to the men throughout' the night and .it had
a wonderful effect upon the men the next day during the
strenuous work of landing.
Several incidents occurred on ·tile trip over; as we look
back at them some were ludicrous, while others might well
be forgotten. One day a small dispatch boat came alongside
with orders for our transport to drop back and accompany
another transport which was towing some sort of landing
barge and therefore it was unable to keep up with the rest
of the fleet. We felt very proud of the fact that we had been
selected as an escort to protect the 1agging transport from
Cervera's Fleet. One day a smoke was seen on the horizon
and the grapevine reported that it was one of Cervera's
battleships coming up to attack; we got out our carbines,
cleaned and oiled them, saw that our belts were filled with
cartridges and made all necessary arrangements to give
that battleship a hot reception and protect our convoy; however, Cervera's battleship was saved from destruction from
our carbines because the smoke was being made by one of
our own ships.
We had Guard mount each day on the ship and guards
were posted at strategic places, among them a post away
down at the bottom of the ship in Stygian darkness among
boxes and bales and miscellaneous cargo. I was put on duty
as Sergeant of the Guard one rainy afternoon; we were so
crowded that the sentries could not walk a beat and in fact
there was no way to distinguish a sentry from a man off
duty. About midnight I changed the guard and directed the
sentry who had the post at the bottom of the ship to take
his blankets along and make himself comfortable and he
would be called in time for breakfast. Going on top I found
the rest of the sentries resting comfortably, so crawled
under a canvas stretched over a boom and retired for the
rest of the night.
We had on board some officers and men of the Second
Cavalry and one of thesewas the officer of the day. Probably
he couldn't sleep, but in any event during the early hours of
the morning he decided to make the sentry rounds. I was
not to be found, the other sentries could not be distinguished
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from the rest of the sleeping men, but down in the bottom
of the ship he found poor Ben Seaders wrapped in his
blankets and sleeping peacefully against one of the ship's
stanchions. As no one in charge of the guard could be found,
the officer had to content himself to wait until we got around
for breakfast when Captain Muller, in his quiet way, came
over to inquire about the night's happenings and told me
that Ben had been arrested and was locked up some place
on the ship and there was talk that he was to be shot at
sunrise for sleeping at his post. Captain arranged for
me to meet the officer of the day and the officer of the
guard and I explained the situation to them; it must have
been satisfactory for Ben was released and I never heard
anything more about it. One day we were startled by a
gunboat steaming up to us inquiring if our officers needed
help; it later developed that the fleet's grapevine reported
that we had mutinied and taken over the ship, for what
ultimate purpose remains a mystery unless it was to end
the War by delivering our cargo of canned meat to the
Spaniards.
There was a narrow passageway passing by the ship's
galley with a window protected by bars similar to those
used by bank tellers, with an opening on the lower side
about 21!2 inches high. The cook took great delight in setting
fragrant pies and other pastry in front of this window so
that we got the full benefit of this aroma in the passageway.
Naturally the boys watched their opportunity and tried to
slip a pie through the opening, when the cook would take a
chop at the hand with a butcher knife. The day before we
landed the cook cut a nasty slash on the hand of one of the
boys which increased the bitterness we felt against him.
Getting into the galley that night the cook was missing and
we never heard of him again.
While waiting for the landing boats to take us off the
transport, the sailors detailed to us again the perils of life
in the tropical jungles; how we must never eat any of the
fruits because of yellow fever; that limbs of trees overhanging the trails must be watched lest it turn out to be a
boa constrictor waiting to entrap an unwary trooper in its
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folds to be slowly crushed to death, combined with detailed
instructions regarding the manner in which a knife should
be used in order to cut loose from the folds; of the accuracy
by which gigantic monkeys could bean one with a coconut
from the top of a palm tree; that we must never sleep on the
ground, but use a hammock, because of enormous land crabs
that could pinch off an ear or a nose at one fell swoop; of
the deadly bushmaster that struck without rattling, and
worst of all the ever present scorpions whose sting meant
instant death; in fact it began to appear that if the Spaniards could keep us in the jungle for a few days we would
be so decimated as to become their easy victims. After
landing one of the men was stung on the end of the finger
by a scorpion and he promptly whipped out his pistol and
shot off the end of the finger. Later we found the scorpion's
sting was something like the concentrated sting of a hive
of bees, but it was not fatal.
(To be continued)

